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my dreams and the metropolis of the world's greatest
empire ! I was treading on holy ground, and a special
fragrance seemed to fill the very atmosphere* Closing
my eyes, I was rapidly conveyed to my destination, as
if by the genii of the Arabian Nights. I was overpowered
by a sense of bewitching bewilderment, and I seemed
to be in Alice's Wonderland* The world around me wa*s
one tremendous bussing confusion, and I knew not what
to make of it all*

My first bewilderment over, a reaction set in* In my
younger days I had portrayed my Mecca as a modern
Ali Baba's cave, or as Peking was painted by Marco Polo
in his remarkable4* Travels*" But I was soon disillusioned*
The streets were far from being paved with rich marble
or precious stones; nor did the inhabitants use or drink
from vessels of gold and silver* As a matter of fact,
London or Paris or Berlin is no more a fairy palace than
is either Peking or Canton* Each is just as prosaic and
unfairylike as the other, and the novelist's realistic des-
criptions prove after all no better than the mere gossamer
of a summer morn* Of course, compared with Peking
or Canton, London has much to boast of, but that is a
long way from the city of my dreams*

It is often said that " familiarity breeds contempt*"
But in this particular case, this is hardly true* No doubt
I felt genuinely disappointed that the city of my adoption
was nothing like the city of my dreams, but my respect
for it increased none the less with the lapse of years* In
fact, before I finally bade it a long farewell, I had also
come to regard it as the " dear old London town*"

The fact that the Queen of the Thames is not an Ali